LETTERS TO HIS CHILDREN

He feels that he is a real Episcopal High School
boy, and takes the keenest interest in everything.
Yesterday, Thanksgiving Day, he had various
friends here. His leg was out of plaster and there
was nothing he did not do. He roller-skated;
he practised football; he had engineering work
and electrical work; he went all around the city;
he romped all over the White House; he went
to the slaughter-house and got a pig for Thanks-
giving dinner.

Ethel is perfectly devoted to Ace, who adores
her. The other day he was lost for a little while;
he had gone off on a side street and unfortunately
saw a cat in a stable and rushed in and killed it,
and they had him tied up there when one of our
men found him.

In a way I know that Mother misses Scamp,
but in another way she does not, for now all the
squirrels are very tame and cunning and are hop-
ping about the lawn and down on the paths all
the time, so that we see them whenever we walk,
and they are not in the least afraid of us.
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